AMONG    OTHERS

national allies all over the country. The temporary
offices, into which our gallant amateur headquarters
had just moved, proved to consist of a narrow
corridor, in a great block of offices, with three or
four small rooms opening off each side of it. At
the entrance, and spilling over into the inner
corridor itself, surged a mysterious throng. Some
would-be candidates and an ex-Member or two I
recognised. The energetic gentlemen in overcoats
with scribbling pads or cameras were obviously
Press. Others again I put down as sympathisers,
messengers or just rubbernecks. But even so a good
many seemed unaccounted for* Down the corridor
itself there was a constant scurrying in anu out of
the partially furnished rooms which opened off it*
Nobody seemed to be sitting at a table, nobody
seemed to be sitting down at alL Everybody was
hurrying about, or standing in groups, talking*
Save that the Prime Minister's confidential Private
Secretary, on whose shoulders had fallen the first
exigencies of improvisation, sat pale with exhaustion
beside a telephone. He had had no sleep for two
nights, and his wife was in a nursing home. He
hoped, he said, to hear something about Constituency
B, or possibly Constituency C, in the course of the
day, and, rising wearily, he led me through the
rabble of irrelevant office boys and mysterious
strangers in the passage to another partially furnished
room, in which the Chairman was saying that he
couldn't be Chairman unless the Prime Minister
publicly denounced the Conservative candidates who
were still preparing to oppose National ex-Members,
and even National ex-Ministers, from the allied